ORLEANS
for how was she to know the position of Orleans with
reference either to Blois or the English?
She was, therefore, in a furious temper when the com-
mander of the garrison came to meet her, at a spot
five miles past her destination and on the opposite side
of the river from it. "Are you the Bastard of Orleans?"
she demanded without ceremony.
The young man admitted that he was.
"Was it by your advice," she went on angrily, "that I
came by this bank of the river instead of the other, where
Talbot and the English are?'5
John, Bastard of Orleans (there was no odium about
the title in those days; in fact quite the contrary when
it was coupled with a great name), was not only a soldier
but a gentleman. He might have retorted that he had
been directing strategy before she was old enough to
supervise her father's cows, or that the fate of Orleans
was more his affair than hers, since he was head of the
house during his half-brother's captivity. But he merely
replied with bland courtesy, "I and those wiser than I
reached that decision thinking that it would be better
and safer so."
The soft answer did not deflect Joan's wrath. "In
Heaven's name," she cried, "the Lord's counsel is wiser
and safer than yours. You thought to deceive rne but
you have only deceived yourselves. For I bring you
better help than has ever come to any soldier or city,
the help of the King of Heaven . . .
The Bastard was unconvinced but sensible enough not
to say so. On the face of it he should have been right
and Joan wrong, for he knew the situation and she did
not. Nevertheless he himself was to lead those same
troops in less than a week from Blois to Orleans by the
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